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w i t h  a l l  t h e  wo rl d  b e n e a t h
BREEANN VEENSTRA / DIGITAL
Gretl Eating the Earth
The world spins itself,
a giant blue apple—blue 
because it was so cold
the apple bushes turned
to blueberry bushes.
 
The world spins itself,
peeling against a long, slender blade
like a face too near a razor
blade, a shave so close the pink pales
before it bleeds, hesitates
to mix with cream to make
a very cherry milkshake
in the sink. Blue apple’s cherry juice
swirls down the open drain (as
 
the world spins itself ) –
clockwise, in the northern hemisphere.
Counter- in Australia, as they say 
the toilets do, and Antarctica 
where no apple bushes grow,
nor blueberries nor cherries – 
none of these, either.
 
The world spins itself,
on or off the apple’s stem,
with or without worms,
or pits to poison birds.
And the cherry stems the man
tried to scrape from his face
are tongue-tied by virgins, whose
upturned smiles, stained cherry-red,
mock the maggot man
as his own mouth fills with worms
bred in the apple’s juice.
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Reflections of an Architect
An anticlimactic finish for my greatest act. The fire started on the fifth floor 
and soon enveloped the entire building. Fire crews were unable to contain the 
flames, which began with an electrical short near an exhaust fan. Several resi-
dents were treated for smoke inhalation, but no major injuries were sustained. 
None but the building itself— collapsed into a blistering inferno. 
         My phone rang off the hook the morning after the fire. Reporters looked 
for a comment from Silas Westlan, the building’s ingenuitive designer. I let 
my answering machine pick up— my way of communicating without having 
to communicate. Without having to mention my wife’s name or hear how 
sorry they were for my loss. Felix’s number came up on the caller I.D. around 
ten o’clock. My eyes burned from reading the paper’s account, so I set it down 
and picked up the phone. 
“You okay, Dad?” he asked.
Was I okay. Something that took years of my life had just melted in one 
night.
“Dad?” he repeated. “I mean, I know the place meant a lot to you and 
all—” 
“I just need to get there,” I said. “I’m sure I can reconstruct the blueprints. 
Start again.”
“Well, you’re a little past your prime,” he said.
I got on a plane to New York an hour later. 
313 Amsterdam had been my greatest achievement. The first building that 
my wife Dacia and I designed together, it had a vertical, graceful strength. 
Some called it eclectic. Its Neoclassical façade broke sharply with its dense 
urban surroundings, and the sporadic Gothic motifs made it seem theatrical, 
even garish. 
But Dacia approved. There was a tense balance between brick and con-
crete, traditional and modern— and we had perfected it. It was six stories 
high, and two Corinthian columns stretched the full height of the building. 
At the top was an enormous pediment, secured to the roof by hidden steel 
beams. Two shorter brick walls angled away from the front façade. Lined up 
these, in vertical rhythms, were bay windows with Gothic pointed arches and 
surrounding balconies— one for each floor. A set of white double doors stood 
at the main entrance. Above, a stunning rose window in scarlet, amber, and 
blue stained glass sparkled. On either side of the doors, a sculpted phoenix sat 
serenely like a granite guardian. 
Brianna ThielThe world spins itself
as he chews and spits
and mixes their heads in the blender-sink,
making smoothies for the von Trapp 
children, none of them virgins
anymore, none of them singing of
the world spinning itself
like a giant blue apple,
ready to be picked.
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